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WORDS IN SEASON. 



" LORD ! I BELDEYE-HKLF THOU UJITE T7NBELIEF. 



So poor and needy, Lord ! am I, 

I dare not say " I live ;" 
But Thou canst all my need supply, 

Por Thou hast life to give ! 

Nor do I hope of rest to sing 
As those fiom conflict fi-ee ; 

I only ask that I may cling 
"With all my strength to Thee : — 

That patiently I still may bear 
The chastening on me laid. 

And see Thy kindness everywhere, 
In sunshine and in shade. 



"Willing to trust Thee more and more, 

Through every cloudy day, 
And draw from dangers pass'd before. 

Fresh courage to obey. 

And if, for me, it is not best 

To know my safety sure, 
Oh ! help me forward still to press, 

And stiU the strife endure ! 

And aid me yet to struggle on 
Through weakness, day by day ; 

Believing Thou wilt turn from none 
That seek Thy narrow way. 

Oh ! grant me just sufficient light 

To read Thy Holy Will, 
And whilst I strive to serve Thee right. 

Forgive and guide me still. 
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THE TWO SISTERS. 

Two lovely sisters, Joy and Grief, once joumey'd 

hand in liand, 
And as they went their onward way, siurey'd the 

peaceM land ; 
"The pleasant homes" that everywhere were 

Bcatter'd &r and wide, — 
The lowly and the beautiful, where rich and poor 

abide. 

At length I heard the younger speak, whose 
Boften'd voice betray'd 

Her fear, lest thought of her's should cast on kin- 
dred eyes a shade ; 

" My sister ! sweet as it hath been to tarry thus 
with thee, 

I may not stay, — a brighter path is surely meant 
for me. 



I never see thy moumM look, nor watch thy 

chasten' d smile, — 
Nor see thy noble spirit bow'd with sorrow for 

the vile, — 
"Without a wish to soar away to other regions 

Mr, 
Where I may see some joyous looks without a 

shade of care." 

'Twas then I saw the Angel-grace those graver 

features wore, 
And marvell'd much I could have thought the 

other fair before ; 
With eye of love, serenely bright, she spake in 

tones that came 
Like dew upon the thirsty ground, and soft as 

summer rain. 

" Our mission on this lovely earth was given us 

from on high. 
To win our Father's children back, and fit them 

for the sky ; 
And is it nothing, sister dear, to heal the wounded 

soul, — 
To bind the broken-hearted ones, and make the 
^ 'wntrite whole ? 
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This was th^ task ; 'twas mine to seek all who 
had gone astray, 

To smite the aged and the young — ^to take the 
lov'd away ; 

Thine waa the voice to whisper words the weary 
lov'd to hear, — 

To comfort all the sorrowAil, and wipe the start- 
ing tear! 

Soon as thy hand had touch'd the flower that bent 

beneath the storm, 
A power Divine appeared to raise the sad and 

drooping form : 
A hope reviv'd the sinking heart that, in a better 

home. 
No worm should eat away the gourd, nor sorrow 

ever come. 

And was it not but yester-eve a mother heard 

thee tell, 
How safe her treasure was with Him * who doeth 

aU things well?' 
Bethink thee, sister, yet again, how sad tn^ task 

would be 
But for thy spirit at my side — ^for Hope abides 

with thee ! J 



6 

Then come ! together let us go— for here we may 

not stay, — 
Our ^Father's pleasure must be done, shrink &om 

it as we may ; 
And I will sing thee cheering words I heard a 

sufferer sing, 
In tones of peace those only know who to their 

Saviour cling. 

* Not for us the track 

Where all looks bright and gay ; 
Grief will call us back, 

Joy wiU not stay ! 

Where many hop'd to find 

Soft gales and sunny air ; 
Loud blew the stormy wind, 

Gloom brought despair. 

Grief fix'd the roving eye 
Where no storm could come ; 

Clouds overspread the sky, 
Grief brought us home. 



Eaise then songs of praise, 

Not for joy but care ; 
Even for the darkest days 

"We have had to bear. 

For oft-retuming pain, 

For weakness and decay, 
That told our trust was vain. 

Here we might not stay. 

Baise then that song once more ! 

Strength to the weak be given ; 
The Hand that takes shall yet restore 

Our truest joy in heaven ! ' 

* Sisters of Mercy,* dear, are we ! together will 

we go 
To every scene of sore distress, of pain, disease 

and woe; 
Sisters in all that God appoints — He only smites 

to save, — 
And ours shall be the faith that loves to look 

beyond the grave !" 
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RECOLLECTIONS OP ELIZABETH FEY. 



Deab servant of the Lord ! thy task is done ! 

To ns, thou, being dead, yet speakest still, 
That we may strive to win what thou hast won, 

Our joy, like thine, to do a Father's will ; 
That we may tread, like thee, the narrow way. 
And learn, like thee, to watch, to struggle, and 
to pray! 

Belov'd, indeed, wert thou ! our youthful eyes 
Once turned to thee with gladness, not with 
fear; 
Thou, that all worldly honours didst despise, 

To little children wert most justly dear : 
They saw thy lovely fa/ce and winning smile. 
And felt their spirits glow with love and joy the 
while. 
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Belov'd, indeed ! That sweetest voice could give 
Comfort and hope when both were fisur away ! 

The wretched one who had not long to live, 
Eepentant wept, and bent the knee to pray, — 

Besought by thee to spend the hours yet left 

In earnest prayer to Him whose pity never 
slept. 

Dear servant of the Lord ! thy dying prayer 
Still tells of self-distrust and need of all, — 
" Lord ! help and keep Thy handmaid ! " All thy 
care 
"Wae thus to wait thy dear Eedeemer's call ; 
Nor was the promis'd comfort long delay'd, 
Nor could the snares of death that holy peace 
invade! 

Thou, that the shadowy valley long hadst fear'd 
Lest flesh and heart should in that hour fail, 

"Wert by thy loving Father sweetly cheered. 
As over all He drew the tender veil ; 

No fears could dim thy stedfast faith at last. 

Earth's mists were clearing — ^fear of death was 
p^! 
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Joy! then, for thee, thou dear redeemed one! 
Joy! 
How could we raise for thee the voice of woe? 
Thou that art tasting bliss without alloy, 

Erom living streams that shall for ever flow ! 
How wish thy happy spirit here again. 
To shed the tear of grief or breathe the sigh of 
pain? 

Oh ! not for thee should thoughts of sorrow rise! 

Ear ! &a remov'd from sickness and decay ! 
Suffering no more shall cloud those tranquil eyes. 
With "saints in light" they now behold the day 
Eor which they look'd in faith from earth's dim 

shore, — 
Ours is the loss, for they shall smile on us no 
more! 

Nor would'st thou wish that we should seek to 
give 
To thee the praise that is the Master's due ; 
His was the work ! To Him thou sought' st to 
live, 
And all His daily will each hour to do ; 
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And in that holy service everywhere 
Still to be found imtir'dy thy earnest, constant 
prayer ! 

To spread the Saviour's light where all was gloom, 
To choose the softening hour of sorrow's day, 
To point to worlds of bliss beyond*the tomb, 
Where none should weep and none our trust 
betray; 
Such was thy mission ! Those who lov'd thee 

best 
Bejoice that thou hast won that safe and perfect 
rest! 
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VIA LUCIS, VIA CRUCIS. 

Theo' night to morning ! Tho' in fearful gloom 
Hid from thy view the hush'd creation lies, — 

Hope on ! hope on ! the shades of darkness soon 
WiU flee, and morning's light rejoice the skies. 

Thro' storm to calm ! When between earth and 
heaven. 

The tempests on their wheels of thunder roll, 
Hope on ! hope on ! and though the rocks be riven 

Around thee, let meek peace possess thy soul. 

Thro' winter unto spring ! "When life in chains 
Grouches before the spirit of the north, — 

Hope on ! hope on ! upon these frozen plains 
Again will sunshine rest and flowers peep forth. 

Thro' war to peace ! Though in .a thousand forms 

Death and fierce Sapine rule thy father-land, — 

. Hope on ! hope on ! behind War's fierce alarms 

^ Sweet Peace shall follow with her kindred band ! 
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Thro' toil to rest ! "When the hot glare of day 
Strikes with its wearying splendour on thy 
head, — 
Hope on ! hope on ! cool evening breezes play 
With sweetest influence o'er the labourer's 
bed. 

On thro' the cross to glory ! When life's woes 
Upon thee with the weight of giants press, — 

Hope on ! hope on ! In confidence repose, 
The God of peace Himself shall give thee rest ! 

Thro' sorrow unto joy ! What though thy tears 
With mom's returning fall, and fall at even, — 

Hope on ! hope on ! think that thy Pather cares, 
Who watches o'er thee from His throne in 
heaven. 

Uro' death to life ! And tho' this earth of ours 
For thee with sorrow as with thorns be sown, 

Hold on thy way in hope and patience ! flowers 
Of joy that never fade will shortly be thine 
own! 

a. 

— M'om the Oerman of Bosegarten, 
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*' THY WILL BE DOIHB.' 



Even as sleep did fly my midniglit couch, 

So Meditation drew her silvery veil 

O'er earth and earthly things, — ^and I did ask 

My heart the question — ^**Dare I take this prayer 

Unto my lips, used as it was by One 

Who came to do the perfect will of God P 

'Thy will be done !'— Have I wo wiU but Thine ? 

Doth not my rebel heart assert its right 

To choose, and judge, and say what it can bear ?" 

While thus I held a parley with myself 
And Conscience spake within her silent reahn,— 
A solemn vision, apt, and full of truth. 
Arose amid the stillness of the night. 

It was on this wise. As in heaven there stood 
Th' expectant Angels round about the throne 
Of wise Omnipotence, to do His will. 
Two were sent forth into our visible world ; — 
one to rule an Empire, and to sway 



^ 
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te fate of nations ; kings and potentates 

Liis calling him their lord. Far different task 

'as to his brother by Jehovah given. 

ot his to govern Kingdoms, but to cleanse 

le crowded ways and dark and narrow streets 

f some o'er peopled city, traffic stain'd — 

Tiere Vice and Want were met with wretched 

looks, 
nd Misery totter'd on with hollow eye 
) meet her chosen sister — stem Despair. 
Both went, and as my spirit's eye beheld 
deir quick descent to earth, methought they 

came 
) near, that I could mark their features well : 
or could I tell which was the one to bear 
be weight and dignity of kingly rule. 
be love, the joy, the look of heaven that fill'd 
\ie soul of each, shone through their radiant 

eyes; 
nd as my listening ear was bent to catch 
he rustUng of their wings — ^they onward came. 
Then saw I how obedience hallows all ! 
ot less an Angel was the one who serv'd ; 
trect he stood, with serious eye uprais'd 
1 adoration of his Master's will, 
1 all the glorious dignity oi duty. 
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Silent with awe I watched their shining forms 
As, through the qtdet starlight, gliding slow, 
They went their way. 

Then mus'd I earnestly 
On this their mission, for to me it had 
Instruction deep, and food for closest thought. 
It were no mockery for these to say 
" Thy will be done on Earth as 'tis in Heaven !" 
And then a prayer arose, a prayer for help, 
For swifb obedience and a willing mind, 
To be as clay within the potter's hands ; — 
That I might have no wish, or thought, or care 
That might jfrustrate God's work within my 
heart! 
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ON AN OLD HOSPITAL FOB LEFEBS, NOW USED 

AS AN ALMSHOUSE. 

" XJnoleah ! Unclean !" The cry 
Is sounding in mine ears ; 
Ages have paas'd since here the sigh 
Of hopeless gloom and misery 
And unavailing tears — 

Prom human woes 
Desponding rose, 
Where now the aged rest and firom their toils 
repose! 

" Unclean ! Unclean ! " these walls 
Have heard the dreary sound ; 
Their ancient structure now recalls 
Their purpose sad— our footstep falls 
Upon the echoing ground, 

Where those long dead, 
With drooping head, 
Once pac'd this lonely aisle with slow and 
mournful tread. I 
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No joyous home for them ! 
No " silvery laughter" there 
Came lighting up these chambers then, 
Amongst those stricken, care-worn men, 
To chase away despair ; 

No Httle child 
Those hours beguil'd, 
Or lisp'd a Father's name in loving accents mild ! 

Disease, Despair and Death — 
These were the guests that came ; 
Their ghastly forms and failing breath 
The password — (so the legend saith) 
That here might entrance claim ; 
None gave reply. 
The heavy eye 
Told its own tale of woe— "I too am come to die!" 

And was there none to weep ? 
To pity or to save ? 
No eye the watch of love to keep. 
No ready hand stretch'd forth to help, — 
Or rescue from the grave P 

They " suffered much" 
But could not touch 
le garment' 8 hem of Him who healed many such! 
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But tho' that gracious Form 
No longer dwells with men ; 
The Leper's solitary doom 
No longer needs a separate home. 
Nor shall, we trust, again ; 

For Gk)d's high wiU 
Is sovereign still, 
And talents He has given have chain'd this 
fearfiilill. 

Old Becords yet may teU 
How some bright Vision came 
Even here amid disease to dweU, 
Till hope once more, like sunlight, feU 
Upon the Leper's name ; — 
His languid eye 
Once rais'd on high, 
Grew bright with hopes of bliss where nothing 
fair could die ! 

Where shall we find a strain 

So meet for Angel ears, 
As that which o'er disease and pain 
Victorious swells, and swells again, — 

And bids farewell to tears : 
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That soaring smgs 
On airy wings. 
Till the broad arch of heaven with notes of 
triumph rings ! 

Ages have roU'd away ! 
And things before unknown 
Are brought to light in this our day 
By some old, time-worn registry, 
Or some recording stone ; 

Our hopes and fears 
In future years 
May breathe as strange a tale, perchance, as this 
appears ! 
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ON A SLEEFINa INFANT IN A STORM. 

Sleeping so peacefully, 
Dreaming so blissfully, 

Whither art thou ? 
Could angels dwell with us, 
Pity us, pray for ns. 

Surely 'tis thou ! 

Wild rolls the thunder storm, 
Trees are by lightning torn, 

East falls the rain ; 
Still thou art sleeping. 
Smiling and dreaming, 

Eyer the same ! 

Oh, that no taint of sin 
Ever could enter in 

Thee to deform ! 
Soon will life's tempests blow 
Over that placid brow. 

Sunshine audi ^\iQirai\ 



r 
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Where goes the angel then P 
Were not the darkest men 

Once too like thee ? 
Did not a mother's eye 
Smile on their infSancy, 

Gentle to see P 

" Dream not of innocence, 
Purity, guilelessness, 

Here upon earth ; 
Soon wiU the strife begin 
Showing the taint of sin 

E'en jfrom its birth. 

See that thou clear the weeds 
Sprung from such evil seeds 

Fast as they grow \ 
Else shall thy tenderness 
Be to thee bitterness, 

Laying thee low ! 

Dream not that holiness. 
Spiritual loveliness 

Comes with us here ; 
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This is a snare for thee 
(Did not Gk)d care for thee) 
View it with fear ! 

Think of it carefully , 
Humbly and prayerftdly, 

Light will be given :- 
Seek thou its truth to see, 
Else would thy baby be 

Safer in heaven !'* 
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A TRUE STORY. 



My tale is of a little cliild of English parents 

poor, 
Whose life on earth has pass'd away some thirty 

years or more ; 
His mother was of fiery mood, and oft in passion 

loud 
Woidd quarrel till her angry voice had rais'd a 

noisy crowd. 

"Mother!" said little John one day, when a 

storm of passion rose, 
" You say that all our neighbours are every one 

your foes ; 
But mother, do you know that I am sure I know 

of one 
Who is a greater foe to you than any you have 

known; 
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Oh mother ! 'tis your evil heart !" He sigh'd and 

said no more, 
And his mother in astonishment, to question him 

forbore ; 
And day by day he sat so still beside his mother's 

chair, 
" His head was heavy," so he said, and " he was 

better there." 

And day by day he weaker grew. At length he 
conld not rise, 

And lay upon his little bed with earnest, thought- 
ful eyes. 

His pastor heard the child was ill, and came one 
summer's day. 

To sit beside his little bed, and kindly read and 
pray. 

" I'm come to see you, how are i/ou, my patient 

Httle boy ?" 
The child look'd up into his face with such a look 

of joy : 
" Oh, thank you, sir ! I'm very woU, you're very 

kind to come ; 
But I am very happy sir — ^you see I'm ^ii:^ ^ 

home r T> ' 
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" But are vou not a&aid to die ?" — "Oh, no, I'm 

not indeed, 
For look, sir, at this Testament which I have 

leam'd to read ; 
You see that Jesus when on earth loy'd every 

little child ; 
And wished U8 all to come to Him, He was so 

good and mild. 

'Suffer the little ones to come* — ^those are the 

words He said. 
Look if you please, sir, here they are." — ^And the 

good man gently read 
Those blessed words of Holy Writ that seem'd 

to give such joy 
To the soul that seem'd so ripe for heaven in 

that Kttle wasted boy ! 

And as the words ^^ forbid them not^^ fell on the 

listening ear 
That drank in every gracious word without a 

thought of fear, — 
He rais'd his face, so bright with hope, as if that 
^ speaking eye 

^Hftid, " there you see what Jesus says, Fm not 
■«»«/ to die r 
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The dergyman bent down Ms head in reverent 

praise and prayer, 
And sweet indeed the words that rose upon the 

quiet air ! 
How little ! truly then he felt, is ail that man 

can do, 
When G^od's own Spirit works in us to soften 

and subdue ! 

And he whose duty was to feed the hungry 

souls of men, 
Felt deeply humbled as he knelt beside the 

sufferer then ; 
So ftilly ripe for harvest ! what more could cmj 

need, 
Than thus to cling so trustfully to Him he lov'd 

indeed? 

And when, at length, the shades of death stole 

o*er his loving eye, 
He clung to those sweet words of love with faith 

that could not die ; 
For as long as breath was given him, still from 

his lips they came, 
The only thing he dwelt upon beside his Saviour's 

name. 



i 



28 

What perfect peace and stillness reign'd within 

that little room ! 
What glory seem'd to light the way before him 

to the tomb ! 
And those who stood beside his bed to catch the 

latest breath 
Heard *^ suffer little children," till all was hush'd 

in death ! 
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« WHATSOBYBB IB BROUGHT UPON THEE, TAKE CHEERFULLY, 
AND BE PATIENT WHEN THOU ART CHANGED TO A LOW ESTATE." 



" Patiekt," Oh Lord ! I fidn would be 
Beneath Thj chastening hand ; 

And " cheerfully" I fain woidd seek 
To do Thy least command. 

But, Lord ! these things are not in me, 

And ail I find within. 
Speaks less of any Christian grace 

Than stubbornness and sin. 

" A low estate" indeed is mine !, 

Deep in the;miry clay 
My feeble footsteps scarcely move, 

Yet, longing to obey. 
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"Chang'd," deeply "chang'd," I long 
But not by deeds of mine ; 

To see my every thought subdued. 
My inmost wiqhes — Thine ! 

My every sigh a prayer for aid, 
For course — ^hour by hour ; 

TiU Thou sbalt clothe this feeble soul 
With patience, faith, and power ! 
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" IN HEAVEN THEIR ANGELS DO ALWAYS BEHOLD THE FACE 
OP MY FATHER WHO IS IN HEAVEN." 



Oh take this holy comfort to thy heart, 
Thou bruised reed! inMemory's bitterest hour. 
Believe the solace that these words impart 
Is meant for thee; thy lov'd and broken flower 
Is sweetly blooming there in light and power, 
No more to droop, to suffer, or to die ! 
And safe firom every storm and thunder-shower 
Of earthly ill. — No mother's watchful eye 
Perchance had shielded her firom grief and 
misery. 

Then still that hopeless yearning for the dead 
That thriUs to agony thy aching brain ! 
And may thy Ood such comfort o'er thee shed 
As shall thy mother's heart in peace sustain ; 
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And wrestle down the bitter thoughts that gain 
Such fearful strength in Nature's hour of woe; 
Let not a Father plead with thee in vain, 
Nor think of those by whom He sent the blow, 
But bless the chastening Hand that smote and 
laid thee low ! 



Tho' each succeeding year renew thy grief, 
As the slow months bring back the fearftd day; 
Thro' every conflict keep the sweet belief 
That Gk)d is showing thee " a better way," 
And will not leave thee for the tempter's prey ! 
Let Faith behold thy smiling child at rest : 
How canst thou wish that she with thee coidd 

stay ? - 
When nothing shall that perfect peace molest, 
Her happy spirit safe, — ^in Heaven a welcome 

guest ! 

Then take these words of joy into thy soul, 
And bind them fiist upon thy tearful eyes. 
That those who thus their Father's fiice behold 
Shall " always" dwell with Him in yonder 
skies! 
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And let not earthly love and grief surprise 

Thy trust firom this sure anchor, firm and clear; 

Hold &st thy faith when thoughts of horror 
rise, 

And thou amidst the storm shalt sweetly hear 
The still, small voice of Him who wipes thy start- 
ing tear! 

Thou sorrowing mother! raise thy drooping 

brow ; 
Ah, who so much beneath the Father's care 
And who so favour'd or so bless'd as thou 
Thus for the Lord an offering to prepare ? 
And think not thou He wishes thee to tear 
The long-lov'd treasure from thy heart away ; 
But thou must strive by earnest, fervent prayer 
To learn submission, and through all to say — 
" Lord, not my will but Thine be done in me 

alway !" 

Thus Faith and Hope shall brightly dwell with 

thee, 
And touch thy spirit with a martyr's fire ; 
Joyful that thou art worthy thus to bo 
A sufferer at thy Master's own desire ; 
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And, as to heavenly joys thy thoughts aspire, 
Already can thy listening ear descry 
Those notes of praise from many an in&nt lyre 
That swell the anthems of the host on high, 
As One most dear to thee joias that seraphic 
harmony ! 

Another, too, hath joined that kindred band ; 
Those sister spirits mingle in the throng 
That ever round the Throne rejoicing stand ; 
For "such," their Saviour says, to Him belong; 
And as their voices swell that glorious song. 
Perchance, if we coidd see those angel eyes, 
The only shadow o'er their brightness flung 
Would be the tender thoughts for. thee that 
rise. 
That yearn to welcome thee to yonder blissful 
skies! 
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" THERE ASB, IT MAT BE, SO MANY YOIOES IN THE WOBLD« AND 
NONE OF THEM IS WITHOUT %IGNIFI0ATI0N."->1 Oob. sir. 10. 



Yes, there are many voices ! The deep woods, 
The many-soundiiig sea, the mountaiii home 
Of the re-echoing thunder, the calm vale 
That calls the streamlet's murmuring its own, — 
All have a voice of sweetest harmony, 
Varied, yet fall of meaning, to the ear 
That, like the great Apostle's, is awake 
To the deep utterance of the "Universe ! 

Nor these alone have meaning. The harsh cry 
Of the young ravens, — the rich mellow'd notes 
That warble through the groves when leaves are 

green, — 
The lowings of the herd at eventide, — 
The faithfdl watchdog's bark, — ^the insect's hum 
Eejoicing in the sunbeam : — these and more 
Have deep significance ! in no tongue unknown 
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Speak to their great Creator ; let not us 
Deem of them then as brute and barbarous. 

Yet are there many voices in the world, 
Other than these ; — ^less pleasing to the ear 
Of Nature's gentle lover, who would fain 
Pass dreaming on of peace and innocence, 
Deaf to aU. sounds but those of harmony. 

Thou fond enthusiast, rouse thee ! Hear' at 
thou not 
Sounds of yet deeper meaning ? Are there not 
Voices of those who strive for maatery,— 
Of those who cry for mercy ? Dream no more ! 
The trumpet calls with no uncertain sound. 
Prepare thee for the battle ! not for strife 
Of noise confus'd and garments roll'd in blood ; 
But on a purer field, with greater foes 
And for a nobler wreath of victory ! 

The world is fiill of struggle and of toil, 
And many a cry (half inarticulate 
Yet full of earnestness) ascends for help, 
From earth to heaven, and to such on earth 
As heaven hath bless'd. The wail of penury. 
The meanings of disease, th' indignant sigh 
Of unrequited labour, the deep sob 
Of anguish fipom the victims of oppression, 
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Are voices all of deep significance, 
Voices that mil be heard fot weal or woe ! 
Art thou a statesman P Prove thy states- 
manship 
By reading them aright, and let thy wisdom 
Devise the remedy. Dost thou love thy kind ? 
Prove thy philanthropy by earnest thought, — 
By closest scrutiny to find a cure ; 
Beware thou of the careless charity 
That makes the poor still poorer than before ! 
Art thou a Christian ? Let thy cry ascend 
Into His ear whose covenant thou hast : — 
Interpret all their needs, and blend in one 
Their many-tongued petitions, by the prayer 
Of the Eedeemer — " Let Thy kingdom come. 
Thy wiQ be done on earth as 'tis in heaven !" 
Thus, and thus onl/, will oppression cease. 
And misery be no more, and the glad earth 
Know " Paradise Regained,'* and Babel tongues 
Cease their harsh discord for the songs of Heaven, 
The utterance of one heart, one lip, one tongue I 

a. 




^ 



38 



AT BYEKINO-TIMB THERE BHALL BE LIGHT." 



Thy trembling wish ascending 

Shall read its answer there, 
" Light !** glorious *' light !*' transcending 

Thy spirit's utmost prayer. 
Thy weary soul now pining 

For " living waters*' pure, 
Shall see each cloud declining, 

With trust that maketh sure. 

And, tho' they leave behind them 

A boding fear of ill, 
" Thou may'st seek but shalt not find them" 

"When evening winds are still ! 
Por as thy sun declineth 

•Mid evening shadows grey, 
Thy star of hope that shineth 

Shall bring "the perfect day." 
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"Light!** glorious "light !** possessing! 

These haunting doubts shall fly, 
And many a promised blessing 

Shall lifb thy heart on high ; 
Dear Christian ! doubt no longer 

Thy Saviour's promised aid, 
Thy faith shall but be stronger 

Whilst sinking to the grave ! 
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" MILLIONS OF ePIBITUAL CREATFBES WALK THE EARTH 
UNSEEN, BOTH WHEN WE WAKE AND WHEN WE BLEEP*" 

MZLTOM. 



Whekce are these shadowy forms that softly glide 
Throughout this world of suffering and of pain? 

Is not their mission, that when ills betide 
Their gentle whispers may the heart sustain ; 

And raise the drooping head and stricken brow 

That fainting, seem beneath the chastening hand 
to bow ? 

Why leave they realms of purest light and joy 
To hover round our daily paths " unseen ?" 

Can ransom'd spirits find such bright employ 
In haunts where fell disease and death have 
been? 

Beside the couch of pain they joyful stay, 

And bear the soul in viewless arms away ! 
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The dearly lov'd ! not lost but gone before ! 

If this their mission, shall we wish them back 
To spread for us the guardian wing no more, 

And journey with us on life's painful track ? 
Oh, better surely ! brighter far their lot, 
To bring the peace of Heaven to us that have it 
not! 



Could we but see their Angel forms of light, 
With eyes that beam.with love and holy joy. 

As, hovering round us ill the silent night. 
They steal away the griefs that sleep destroy ! 

Our weary eyelids feel their gentle breath, 

And close in peace as those whose eyes are clos'd 
in death. 



And thou ! who to the Lord hast meekly given 
Thy loveliest jewels to adorn His crown ; 

Who against Nature's l)ittemess hath striven. 
Till on thy spirit peace hath settled down ; 

JVhose radiant eyes are watching o'er thy rest ? 

Who sweetly whispers "Mother ! we are bless'd!" 

E 2 ^ 
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Whence too, the household voices, sweet and dear, 
That sound like echoes from the years gone by ? 

Those silvery tones, fa.TDi]iar to our ear, 
Seem fondly to await our quick reply ;- 

Alas ! why vanish they as morning dew, 

Nor greet our waking eyes our spirits to renew ? 

Ah, cast not then this sweet belief away ! 

Believe thy lov*d ones are around thee still ! 
And let it cheer thee on thy onward way, 

TiU thou art called a better place to fill ; 
Then go ! — ^thy sister Spirits' task to share. 
And carry, Angel-like, a blessing everywhere ! 
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A PARAPHJRASE. 



ISAIAH XXXY. 



The wilderness shall yet rejoice, 

The waste resound with songs of gladness, 

The lonely desert smile again, 

No more to dwell in silent sadness. 

There flowers of every hue shall bloom. 
Like Sharon's rose those wastes adorning ; 

And Carmers glory brighter shine 

To light with hope the coming morning. 

Strengthen ye then the trembling hands ! 

The feeble knees with counsel staying. 
Say unto them of fearful heart, 

Be strong ! nor fear your God's delaying ! ^ 
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With sure reward He yet sball come, 
His chosen ones with help sustaining ; 

And they who sat in darkness drear 
Shall see their Helper's arm prevailing. 

Oh ! then the darken'd eye shall see ! 

The deafened ear hear words of blessing, 
In the deep silence of the soul, 

With contrite tears the boon confessing. 

Then shall the lame man leap for joy, 
The dumb shall sing of guilt forgiven ; 

Whilst in the desert fountains play 
For weary Pilgrims bound for Heaven. 

And all the thirsty land shall hear 

The murmuring streamlets ever flowing ; 

Whilst in the place where dragons lay 
Are reeds and rushes softly growing. 

And an highway shall there be found, 
It shall be call'd the way most holy ; 

^VTiere simple travellers shall not err 
Who place their trust in Jesus only. 
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No ravenous beast shall wauder there 
To spread dismay, or wound, or grieve them ; 

But Gbd's redeem'd shall safely walk 
Where He has said Himself wOl lead them. 

His ransom'd children shall return 
With songs of praise for victory given, 

And Angel voices swell the strain 
That fills the utmost depths of Heaven. 

Sighing and sorrow are not there, 
For all forget the sound of sadness ; 

And Zion's mourning children know 

That Gk)d has tum'd their grief to gladness ! 



EVENING THOUGHTS. 



Now floats in Heaven the crescent bright, 
And, clearer with the fading light, 

Sparkle Night's gems of gold ; 
On the dark wood broods silence deep — 
Grey mists along the river creep, 

And o'er the meads unfold. 

Life's busy world at rest is laid, 

Hush'd beneath evening's soothing shade. 

How welcome is the hour ! 
Still as the chamber of the dead. 
Prom which the wearied soul has fled 

Triumphant o'er death's power ! 

Yon silver moon has mounted high, 
Half her fair orb illumes the sky, 



\ 
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And half from earth is shaded ; 
Thus many a solemn truth has been 
Denied and mock*d — ^because unseen. 

Ere error's mists have faded. 

Childiren of vanity and pride, 
Borne along sin's polluted tide, 

We nothing faUy know. 
Our flimay webs with pains we spin, 
And when we think the prize to win, 

Find emptiness or woe ! 

Lord ! Thy redemption may we know ! 
And, confident in nought below 

Where every beauty dies, — 
Like children in simplicity, 
Harmless and dovelike may we be. 

And, as the serpent, wise ! 

And when Thy messenger appears 
To take us from this vale of tears. 

Oh, send him iu Thy love ! 
Not threatening of Thy wrath to come, 
Nor pointing to the chill, dark tomb, 

But to Thine house above ! 
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So now to rest ! 0*er helpless sleep 
Our Gk)d His constant watch will keep. 

While sweeps the night-breeze by ; 
In health or sickness, weal or woe, 
In all the trials man can know, — 

His Spirit still is nigh ! 

a. 

Ihrom the German of Glaudms, 
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TO A VERY DEAE LITTLE GIRL. 



Deab Child ! let thj adorning be 

Of inward graces mild ; 
And all thy little heart's desire 

To be a Christian child ! 

* 
Not for my darling would I crave 

Great talents to be given ; 

But that enough might just be thine 

To lead thee safe to Heaven. 

It is not in their power, dear ! 

To make thee truly wise ; 
The best of aU God's gifts to thee 

Must train thee for the skies. 

An honest, truthful little heart, — 
An earnest wish to please 

Thy Heavenly Father here on earth. 
Are better far than these. 
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A meek and quiet spirit too, 
That seeks in love to dwell 

With brothers and with sisters here, 
Is what He loveth well. 

No sinful wish or hasty word 
Escapes His watchM ear ; 

It grieves His tender love for thee, 
That ever hovers near. 

He sees the little struggling heart 

That tries to do His will, 
He even loves its helplessness. 

And draws it nearer still. 

Oh ! that my darling may but seek 
To find the heavenly pearl, — 

No more could I desire for thee. 
My precious little Girl ! 
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TO ONE UNDBB AFFLICTION. 

Bbing all thou hast, and lay it at the feet 
Of Him who died for thee ; whose voice benign 
(Still gently pleading) says, — " Thee have I 

smitten 
Because I fain would draw thy heart from earth. 
Thy pleasant things have all been marr'd, and yet 
I will not spare i for this alone will bring 
Thy shrinking feet to tread the thorny path 
That leads to Heaven. — Bow then thy neck 
Unto My yoke, for all must be subdued 
That would oppose a willing sacrifice !*' 

If joy were good for thee ; if worldly ease 
Would help thee forward on thy painful road, 
Joy should be thine ! and fair Prosperity 
Should quickly strew thy onward path with 

flowers ! 
But, ask not these ! beneath their dazzling hue, 
I see the lustre of the Tempter's eye 
That waits expectant, whilst with thoughtless 

hand 
Thou staj'st to pluck them. — 
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Stay not to linger by the pleasant banks 
Where careless Ease dreams out the summer's 

day;— 
List not the brook that on its pebbly bed 
Makes rippling music to the sleepy ear ; — 
But, press thou forward! "he that doubts is 
lost !" • 
Nor look around thee at the smoother path 
That others tread : that path is not for thee; — 
Let that sujQGlce ! nor deem it hard that thou 
Shouldest have to stumble on thy dreary way 
Compass'd with giant cares, whilst they can sing 
Anon with grateful heart and buoyant step 
Of earthly blessings : — ^He who gave can take, 
And they who own the less have least to lose ! 
-Oh cheer thee then ! doubt not these threaten- 
ing clouds 
(When God shall see it meet) shall quick become 
lUum'd with glory ; thou shalt yet behold 
Thy drooping spirit ting'd with golden light 
From those bright beams, whose genial warmth 

shall gild 
The deepest shades with glory most profound ! 
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'IN THB DAT WHEN I CBIBD THOU ANBWKBEDBT ME, AKD 
STBENGTHEKEDST ME WITH STRENGTH IN MY SOUL." 



Deab Lord ! Thy help unfailing 

Bas come when strength was gone ; 
When weakness all prevailing 

Had marked me for its own. 
Ah, how can I requite Thee 

For mercy so displayed ? 
What danger should affi^ight me, 

When Thou my heart hast stayed ? 

My soul was bowed within me, 

And hard the Tempter strove 
By every art to win me 

From Thy sustaining love ; 
He whispered doubts so many 

Of all Thy tender care, 
My failing heart was ready 

To sink in dark despair. 
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These tearful eyes no longer 

Could see Thy guardian smile ; 
And doubts but grew the stronger, 

While hid Thy face the while ; 
Till, Hope once more reviving, 

I brought my cares to Thee ; 
And, in Thy love confiding, 

I asked Thy child to be. 

'Twas then Thy holy presence 

Stole gently on my soul ; 
I felt the holy stillness, 

And wept without control ; 
Thy arms, I felt, were round me, — 

Beneath that sheltering care, 
Thy peace shall still surround me,— 

The peace that follows prayer ! 
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THE MISSION OP FLOWEES. 



Flowbes ! bright, bright are ye ! 
Lighting up bush and tree, 
With hope of a life to be 

Far, far away ! 
Never again to fade, 
Neither in sun nor shade^ — 
In hues of light array'd 

Ne'er to decay ! 

Not as when dwelling here, 
Drinking in many a tear, 
Yet linking Hope with Fear, 

Light with Despair. 

Sweet was the tale ye told. 
Sweet as the hymns of old, 
How we should yet behold 

Flowers isaat^ i^ ^ 
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How in a purer clime 
Lovelier flowers would shine, 
Blooming with power Divine — 

Never to die ! 
Thej that hot tears had shed 
Over the lov'd one's bed, 
Now heard a voice that said — 

"Seek me on high !" 

Kind and bright messengers ! 
To this sad world of ours, 
Sad, because Sin o'erpowers 

All the sick air ! 
Where barren wastes have been 
There shall a Power unseen 
Bring forth young buddings green, 

Mowers most fair ! 

There shall the weaiy find 
Befiige from storms unkind. 
Leaving all griefs behind, 

Still pressing on — 
Towards that bright City's gate 
Where loving angels wait, 
Joyfully telling, that 

Glory is won ! 
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DEATH AND THE CHRISTIAN. 



As Death approacli'd a virtuous Son of Earth — 
"Welcome! thrice welcome, messenger of life!" 
In cheerful accents he address'd him. Death 
Astonish'd, sternly cried, " Ah, Child of Sin ! 
Tremblest thou not before my dreaded power ?" 

" He fears not thee, who has no cause to fear 
The still small voice within his bosom hid.'* 

" But when Disease is hovering by thy bed, 
With feeble voice proclaiming my approach, — 
When the chiU, clammy sweat upon thy brow 
Drops from my shadowy wing^-fear'st thou not 
then?'* 



" No, never ! for they are thy messengers, .^ 
And tell of coming ImmoTta\ity ?^ 1 
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" Who art thou then, thus ignorant of fear, 
Though mortal ?" 

Humble joy and gratitude 
Beamed from the virtuous man's uplifted brow — 
'^ I am a Christian !" was his sole reply. 

TJnanswering,Death breathed on him; — ^instantly 

They disappear, Death and Mortality, — 

And in their place a deep, dark grave was yawn* 

And somewhat lay therein: — ^I could but weep ! 

But, from the clouds that hovered o'er the tomb, 
A melody divine I heard, and saw 
The Chbistlin robed in glory ; seated there 
Smiling as when Death met him ; and his hands 
Were clasped in adoration ; while around, 
A heavenly host of Spirits glorified 
Joined in unearthly chorus : yet I wept ; — 
But not for him, I bent above the grave 
And saw the Christian Spirit's house of clay. 
So late his prison, lifeless now and mouldering, 
And knew The Chbistian was not lying there ! 

G. 
^JFi'om the Gemum of Lavafer. 
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NAAMAN THE SYRIAN. 



Full proudly sat the Conqueror within his 

Master's hall, 
Telling of many a deed of might, caress'd and 

praised by all ; 
And well might Syria's king rejoice, for by his 

warlike band 
The Lord had given peace and rest to all the 

wearied land. 

But see the Victor seek his home ! he goes with 

heavy eye, 
And to his noble wife he gives cold looks and 

short reply ; 
The ancient curse hath smitten hitn, and on his 

fever'd brow 
Is stamp'd the fearM trace of that which hauntci 

him even now. 



60 

Not will lie bear the anxious look, the fond be- 
seeching smile 

Of her who stands so mute with grief beside his 
couch the while ; 

And bitter are the silent tears that fall in speech- 
less woe, 

As in her hour of dark distress she heeds not 
that they flow. 

At length a gentle voice she hears, " Ah, would 

my lord could see 
Samaria's prophet, who could heal his grievous 

leprosy!" 
So spake the Hebrew maiden in sorrow's accents 

mild, 
She lov'd the hand that shelter'd her — ^the poor 

forsaken child ! 

Soon as the King of Syria heard, he wrote to 

Israel's King — 
"Behold my servant Naaman who doth this token 

bring; 
TTiTTi have I sent in haste to thee, that thou may' st 

help afford, 
And heal him of his leprosy, so shall he bo re- 

stor'd." 
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Then cried the King of Israel, " Am I the God 

of Heaven, 
That power to heal such sore disease should unto 

me be given ? 
I pray you see how Syria seeks to raise a feud 

again. 
By sending me such ill request he knows must 

be in vain!" 

Then sent Elisha to the King, " Let not my lord 

despair. 
But let this Syrian come to me, and he shall 

know that there 
Is yet a faithful prophet left in Israel's favoured 

land. 
Who serves his Gk)d in reverent fear, and speaks 

at His command." 

So Naaman came; his chariot stay'd without 

Elisha's door, 
And proudly champed the foaming steeds that 

swift their master bore ; 
He thinks to see the man of God come forth with 

solemn air. 
To speak the healing words of might in thrilling . 

accents there. Ot . fl 
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" Go," said the prophet's messenger, "to Jordan's 

silver stream, 
And in it wash thee seven times, and thou shalt 

then be clean !" 
But anger rose in Naaman's soul, and quick he 

tum'd away. 
As, urging on his fiery steeds, he would no longer 

stay. 

"Axe not mine own pure rivers, that in Damascus 

shine, 
Better than all in Israel, and clearer &r than 

thine? 
Then why should Jordan's waves alone possess 

the healing art P 
May I not wash in the€e and see the evil curse 

depart?" 

But soon his servants gather round, and say with 

one accord, 
" My father ! if a greater thing had been requir'd 

our lord. 
By him whose gate we left but now, would'st 

thou have turned away ? 
Why should the words, * Wash and he clean* be 
K Jiarder to obey ?" 
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Then Naaman's spirit smote him, and back he 

meekly tum'd, 
Whilst simple faith and childlike trust within 

his bosom bum'd; 
Bven BO he went to Jordan, and back rejoicing 

came 
To praise the God of Israel, and magnify His 

name. 

The Conqueror's soul was humbl'd, gone too his 

boasted pride, 
All lefb beneath the sparkling waves of Jordan's 

crystal tide; 
And fervent love and gratitude shine thro' his 

swimming eye. 
Whilst reverently he waits to hear the prophet's 

quick reply. 

The suppliant's prayer is granted — hot Eimmon's 

idol fane 
Shall win the contrite spirit back to heathen rites 

again: 
Benewed in flesh and spirit, even as a little child, 
Not by his Master's worship shall Naaman be 

defil'd. 
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May we who feel the curse of sin poBsess the 
fainting soul, 

Eemember Israel's Gtod who made the Syrian 
leper whole ; 

And as, like him, we come in faith — ^with prayer- 
ful hearts subdued, 

The Jordan that shall make us clean shall be a 
Saviour's blood ! 
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"THBT ALSO SBBVE WHO ONLY STAND AND WAIT."— 

MllTOV. 



Thotj who art lying on the bed of pain, 

To whom no morrow's sun can ever bring 
The hope that thou mayst even yet regain 
The health that bnghten'd once each joyous 
thing: — 
How vrilt thou serve thy Heavenly Master there, 
With spirit bow'd by pain, and lips too faint for 
prayer ? 

Sow, but by counting all in love to thee, 
That thou art " worthy" thus to bear thy part ; 

In every bitter cup to sweetly see 
The tender Love that calls thy wandering heart ; 

Till ''strength in weaikness'' comes in Eaith's 
bright hour, 

And shines resplendent with a holy power. 



66 

Now mounts thy spirit as on eagle's wings, — 
Now smiles thy bow of promise, bright and 
clear. 

As thine enraptur'd spirit brightly sings 
Such songs of praise as Angels love to hear ; 

No wish that Paiii and Death might pass thee by, 

Comes now to cloud thy bright and speaking eye ! 



Thrice happy in that darken'd chamber thou ! 

Thy lot too bless' d for words to break the spell! 
As on thy smiling lip and radiant brow 

These words are written that thy bHss fore- 
tell,— 
" Because My word of patience thou hast kept, 
Thee will J keep in every dark hour yet ! 



" In all thy sickness JwiU make thy bed. 
And smoothe away each trace of grief and 
pain; 

A Father's arm shall be beneath thy head, 
A Saviour's love thy spirit shall sustain ; 

Hills shall depart and mountains moved be 

Before My kindness shall depart from thee !" 
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Then, thou redeemed one, let not fears dismay 

Thy trembling soul in doubt's distrustful hour ! 
Believe that He, whom storms and winds obey, 
(If good for thee) can curb the Tempter's 
power, 
And lead thee by those waters calm and still, 
Where thou shalt rest in peace, secure from 
every iU ! 

" Eye hath not seen," nor listening ear hath heard 
The glorious things which thou shalt live to 
see ; 
But be thou stedfast to " the hidden Word" 
That oft in hours of silence speaks to thee ; 
Fire cannot quench that love nor waters drown, 
''Hold fast thy Mth that no man take thy 
crown !" 

So shalt thou go rejoicing on thy way ; 

Knowing, for thee, 'tis better to depart ! 
Thy inward strength renewed day by day : — 

And (having chosen thus the better part) 
The Lord thy Q-od shall wipe thy tearful eyes, 
And sweet shall be thy welcome to the skies t 
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«< ALL THE DAYS OF MY APPOINTED TIME WILL I WAIT TILL 

MY OHANOE OOME." 



The wish of my spirit to-day 
Is, that whilst I am traveUing home, 

c 

Tho' I stumble and faint by the way, 
I may patiently wait till He come ; 

That nothing may ever compare 
To the love of my spirit for Him, 

And that, strengthen'd and shielded by prayer, 
I may find it is stronger than Sin. 

Oh ! I long to be perfectly still ! 

Not wishing to grieve or repine, 
But rather that every iU 

May find me more prompt to resign j 
Less careful and anxious to shun 

The crosses that daily appear. 
Well knowing no Crown can be won 

By shrinking from suffering here. 
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And why should I look at with dread 

The trials that stiQ lie before ? 
I shall soon be with Him who has said 

That they never shall trouble me more. 
He has promis'd that nothing shall take 

His peace and forgiveness away, 
And that since He has died for my sake, 

He wiU keep me from going astray. 

This is why I am constantly tried 

By affliction and languor and pain ; — 
To keep me from turning aside, 

And forgetting my Saviour again. 
But the clouds that now cover the sky 

Shall soon at His presence grow bright ; 
For the day of E«demption is nigh, 

When all shall be " fulness of Ught !" 
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THB "THINGB THAT BELONG TO THT PSAOE." 



Oh ! think not thou thy truest peace to find 
In Pleasure's light and transitory hour ; 
When Fancy loves her gayest wreathes to bind 
With every fairy bud and opening flower 
That brightly blooms. — ^Xet fading hour by 

hour, 
The Dreamer sees her fairy chapletdie; — 
And raising then her head, a better power 
Now softly whispers, " Set thy heart on high : 
Ah ! wherefore should thy hopes thus crush'd and 

withered lie ?" 

Wouldst thou exchange thy load of sorrow here 
For sweetest comfort, peace and heavenly joy? 
And feel thy source of comfort ever near, 
Which storms can neither shake nor Death 
destroy — 



Too surely thine to fear the world's annoy ? 
Then know, — The Cboss will ever bring to thee 
A sweeter peace than any earthly joy ; 
And as the shadow of the past wiU be 
The dark and stormy waves of Sorrow's troubled 
sea! 

So shalt thou come to know the holy rest, 
The " perfect peace" which nought can take 

away; 
And lively faith shall be by thee possess'd, 
StiU shining brighter tiU the perfect day 
When all shall be reveal'd ; and no decay 
Shall ever come to blight, nor taint of Sin 
Grieve thy tried Spirit on its onward way,-^ 
Eaising Despair and Doubt thy faith to dim, 
And tyrant Fears lest thou should not be own'd 
of Him? 

Oh! raise thythoughtsjdejected Child of Earth! 
Ah, wherefore doth thy trembling spirit mourn ? 
Know that for thee this world of little worth 
Is sown with tangled cares and sharper thorn 
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That thou may's* win the crown of Vi 

worn 
By those who out of sorrow's fiimaee ca 
When Grief herself shall gfld the br 

mom, 
And thoQ forget the sound of Sorrow's na 
All, leho shall break thy peace, or thee 
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THE POOR MAN'S RICHES. 



What are the poor man's riches ? 

His treasures, night and day ? 
Even those who dearly love him, 

And who look to him alway ! 

Who sweeten all his labour, 

His weary toil and care, 
And whose names ascend to Heaven 

In many a silent prayer. 

And when the evening brings him 
To his quiet home once more. 

He thinks of the joyous welcome 
Within his cottage door. 

And as they gather round him, 
And he sees their artless joy. 

He thinks how Qod hath bless'd him 
Beyond the world's annoy. 



i 
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And whilst thus in the pleasant firelight 

The tired man sits to rest, 
He looks on each dearly lov'd one, 

And owns he is richly bless'd. 

These make the poor man's riches, 
And he feels that they were given 

To cheer his hard and toilsome lot. 
And raise his heart to heaven. 
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THOtJGHTS WHILST WATCHING A LITTLE BOY 

AT PLAY. 



My little bright-eyed Darling! my happy little 

boy! 
How quickly pass thy baby years of sunshine 

and of joy ! 
Ah, who can tell the sorrow that may come that 

eye to dim, 
Or the years of pain and anguish that may darken 

all within? 

Ah, why look to the future with gloomy thoughts 

of care? 
Are not the Angels round him thy task of love 

to share? 
And are not little children that here on Earth 

are given 
As messengers of love to us to lead our thoughts 

to Heaven ? 
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Their Saviour lov'd them when on Earth, as in 

His arms they lay ; 
And sweetly too He'look'd on them, and smil'd 

their fears away ; 
"Oh, chide them not!" He mildly said, "nor 

take these babes from Me, 
For My Father says that anhf such with Him in 

Heaven shall be !'' 

His arm was round their infant forms as His 

gentle blessing feU, 
Whilst something seem*d on each young brow 

its glory to foretell ; 
And reverently each Mother took her babe from 

His embrace, 
Thrice happy that her child had shared that holy 

resting-pla«e. 

And is not He the Saviour still of children every- 
where? 

Doth He not now each Mother meet in stillness 
and in prayer ? 

Oh, bring thy child for Him to bless ! be all thy 
doubts allay'd, 

"Let not thy heart be troubled, nor let it be 
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" FAINT YBT PUBSUING." 
"I WAS BSOUaHT VERY LOW.' 



" Faint yet pursuiiig !" more than this 

The poor Disciple dares not say, 
As weak, distress'd, and sore beset. 

He journeys on his painful way. 
Whilst " yet pursuing," there is hope 

Of calmer days in store for thee, 
And that upon thy dreary path 

A ray of light thou yet shalt see. 

Tho' weeds are wrapped around thy head, 

And higher still the billows rise, 
Tho' clouds and darkness cover thee. 

And overspread thy gloomy skies, — 
Tho' sore depress'd and poor indeed 

Whilst lower yet thy spirit falls, 
God may be near, and yet will come 

Again to build thy prostrate walla. 



i 
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It may be, He hath need of thee, 

Thou poor, despis'd, afflicted one ! 
And that this very path may lead 

Thee, as no other could have done, 
To be a help and strength to those 

Who, like thyself, have had to bear 
Such varied forms of suffering here, 

That none, they thought, their griefs could 
share. 

'Tis not the lot of all to fiU 

So sweet a service here below ; 
He sees thou art " a little child 

And know'st not how to come or go ;" 
To others leave the loftier track 

With rocks and shoals more rife than thine ; 
Be thou content to dwell with those 

Who seek to serve and not to shine ! 
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•« THOU CANST HAVE BUT ONE MOTHER." 



Sweet are the heavens blue, 
Sweet is the sparkling dew 

Quiet and stiU : 
On the night summer air 
Oomes the low murmur there 

Of the clear rill ! 

Long at the casement stands 
Leaning on folded hands 

One maiden fair ; 
Can you not see the gleam 
Of the pale, white moonbeam 

Shine on her hair ? 

Why stands she stedfast so ? 
Doth not the night-wind blow 

Chill on her bto^ 'i 
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" Dreamer ! what meanest thou ? 
What vision seest thou ? 

What doest thou ?" 

Slowly she turns to thee, 
Moumfiilly bends to thee, 

Quick falls the tear ; 
" Stranger ! if she yet lives 
Who thy fond Mother is. 

Love her in fear ! 

" Mine lov'd me tenderly, 
True and so feithfiilly ! 

Now she is gone. 
Prize her deep love for thee, 
Ne'er would it turn from thee. 

Like it, is none 1 

" Cherish her latter day, 
Clear every thorn away. 

Smooth her grey hair! 
Soon shall that voice no more 
Cheer thee as heretofore, 

Tend her with care ! 
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'' Stranger ! then marvel not 
That these wild tears should drop 

Fast as the rain ; 
Kind be thy Mends to thee, 
But love like her*s will be 

Never again!" 
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IF ANY MAN WILL 00MB AFTXB MB, LBT HIM DBNY HIM SBLF, 
AND TAKE UP HIS OBOSS DAILY AND FOLLOW ME." 



Fjltheb ! forgive the trembling soul 
That £aints beneath Thy cross with fear ; 

Whose timid nature sees the goal 
But dreads the path of duty here. 

Strengthen, Oh Lord ! the feeble knees 
That, smiting, bow beneath Thy will ; 

And as Thine eye the conflict sees, 
Eevive my hope and guide me still ! 

When all within me shrinks and dies 
As Faith and Duty point the way ; 

When human nature trembling cries, 
^^ Another time, Oh Lord! I pray" — 

Then speak Thou peace where all is wild, 
Smooth thou the billow's tossing foam. 

Chasten in love Thine erring child, 
And give the wanderer thoughts of home ! 



83 

Let me not sink thongH faith be gone ! 

Leave not my foot again to stray ! 
Though dark the night and wild the storm, 

Let me once more behold the day ! 

Give me to see that in the hour 
Of all my weakness Thou art there ; 

And that Thine Ann hath stiU the power 
To aid Thy children everywhere ! 

Help me to cast my care on Thee, — 
To share the joy to others given, — 

To hope through all I yet may see 

The end of fears and tears — ^in Heaven ! 
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ON THE MINISTRY OF ANGBLS. 



"THE OHABIOTS OF GOD ABE TWENTY THOUSAND, ETEN THOU' 
SANDS OF ANGELS." 

'«ABE THEY NOT ALL MINISTERING SPIRITS, SENT FORTH TO 
MINISTER FOR THEM WHO SHALL BE HEIRS OF SALTATION." 



Semoye, O Lord ! the evil thought^ 

That we are left to bear 
The sorrows with which life is fraught, 

With none our griefs to share; 
For, as Thine ancient servant said — 
" We follow on where Angels tread !" 

* 

And when to Thee for help we cry, 

Ere courage quite depart, 
Some Angel-Bpirit standing by 

Beholds the struggling: heart : — 
Perchancethefi^^life within 
Is caught from that retiring wing ! 
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Are they not sent to Earth by Thee 

As ministers of good ? 
To do Thy will on Earth and Sea, 

Their only Angel-food : — 
As hovering round Thy children dear, 
They guard their steps from dangers near. 

Say not, my soul, " thy way is hid," 

That God cares not for thee; 
Such thoughts His every word forbid, 

He longs to set thee free ; 
Tho' clouds obscure thy doubtful track, 
His Angels wait to bring thee back. 

" Innumerable" too are they ; 

Saints that have won their crown 
Still mindful of their kindred clay, 

Whilst gently bending down 
O'er many a weary sufferer ifere. 
May softly whisper — " God is near !" 

Ah ! near indeed ! and could we see 

How all will lead us home, 
Our heaviest sorrows here would be 

But types of joy to come ; 
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And Faith forgetting earthly fears, 
Would chase with smiles onr &lling tears ! 

Oh ! let lis strive to look in faith 

Beyond this gloomy shore, 
Believing, that, in life or death, 

Our Otod will walk before ! 
His grace will patient trust supply, 
But rest is only found on high ! 
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